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had killed Rasputin, but YoussoupofF now explained this by saying
that Pourishkevitch had declared he wished it were Rasputin and
not a dog which had been shot. Nobody was believing anything,
of course* Everybody was convinced that YoussoupofF and his
friends had shot Rasputin and thrown the body in the river some-
where. The Grand Duke Dmitri Pavlovitch was also implicated,
and the police were uncertain how to proceed because of the
connection of the Grand Duke and Prince YoussoupofF with the
Imperial House. A rising had also been threatened if the conspira-
tors, who had become popular heroes in an hour, should be arrested.
A group of factory workers had offered to guard YoussoupofF's house.
Makaroff, Minister of Justice, had sent a telegram to the Tsar
asking for instructions. Meanwhile, the search for the body was
going on.
Two days later, amid great excitement, Rasputin's body was
found under the ice in the Neva some distance from the Petrovsky
Bridge over which it obviously had been thrown, and a post-mortem
was begun and stopped by the order of the Empress. The body was
brought to Tsarskoe Selo to be buried.
From the moment I had first heard of the death of Rasputin
I had thought of nothing else but the prophecy of the gipsy at the
Villa Rode. I was like a man guilty of murder walking the streets,
expecting an arresting hand to fall on his shoulder at every step. I
followed all the news of the search for and the discovery of the body
with a dreadful foreboding. Somewhere, somehow, I knew I should
be called in and the fulfilment of the gipsy's prophecy would begin.
I thought of the ugly details of her vision and was sick inside. I
went through hours and hours of this terror of waiting for the
call to come. I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. When
at length Rasputin's body was stowed safely in the tomb and I had
not been called, I heaved a sigh of the profoundest relief.
But little did I know to what fantastic lengths a gipsy's prophecy
can go.